America is clearly divided, fractured 
along raw fault lines, leaving many to 
despair for the nation’s future. 

But that is not what this story is about. 
The tale you are about to adjudge deals 
with what happens when a wide-eyed 
innocent is thrust into difficult 
circumstances. The consequences that 
follow can scar the psyche for life. 





Meet Coach John Mauer. Reminiscent of a Marine drill 
sergeant, Mauer spent World War II turning raw recruits into 
precision killers. Mauer’s coaching philosophy derived from 
personal characteristics: repressed anger and a desire to 
pass along life’s grimness. He employed a whiplash tongue, 


instilling anxiety. He kept us off balance, making us more ." | 
susceptible to his control. He broke us down...then molded So) aialWitee(cie 
us in his vision. Simply put, Coach Mauer prepared us to Freshman Football Coach 


coldly dispatch our opponents without mercy. Flt mul School 





Coach Roger Ludwig dealt primarily with football lineman: 
Centers, Guards and Tackles. These brutes, of which | was 
one, were considered cognitively slower when contrasted 
against fleet running backs and cerebral quarterbacks. 
Ludwig understood the reality. He drilled us to embrace fate. 
We were there to chew up adversaries...grist for the mill. 


The proposition for lineman was simple; smash one’s body 
into the opponent with ferocity sufficient to intimidate or 
injure. Success depended on knowing two things: where you 
were on the field and in which direction the next play was 
supposed to go. 





At the top of the coaching heap stood the dashing young 
Head Coach, Bob Sullivan. He was the sage, the genius 
behind the curtain pulling strings as he searched for 
victory, glory and a coaching job at the university level. 


As members of the Freshman squad, we only knew of 
Sullivan by reputation. He never addressed us directly. 


His only interest in freshman was our role in daily practice, | es Nis 
the so-called Taxi Squad. We were relegated to running oes \ aoe 
the next opponent’s offensive and defensive plays. The “Sp ob Sulliva \ ay" 


freshman like ground beef for two hours of practice ~- Ves ia a 
Monday through Thursday. If you were fortunate enough | \ ae 

to make it to your Junior year, Coach Sullivan would 
eventually acknowledge your existence. 
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brutal August two-a-day sessions where the 
coaching staff focused on weeding out the 
weak and inept, each of us was assigned a 
position. As luck would have it, | was 
christened a Right Tackle. 
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Apparently, Coach Mauer was mildly 
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Ve Se Se Se ——Obrought. | was naive enough to believe | 
ee SS SS SCneew what to do even as | had no clue. 


Once we figured out how to huddle, we 
had to learn the plays. Our offensive 
scheme was a Wing-T formation, a nod to 
the Bernie Berman era at the University of 
Minnesota. The plays were rudimentary to 
accommodate varying degrees of mental 
dexterity amongst teammates. One play 
called for running to the left, the next - to 
the right, and lastly, a play running up the 
middle. Conceptually it appeared easy. 
But given the shortcomings our squad, 
any notion of easy often proved incorrect. 





Coach Mauer leaned into the huddle and called a play that would run to the right, just to the 
outside of my Right Tackle position. Needless to say | was both excited and horrified by the 
prospects of success, but | tried not to let on. Any sign of fear would be apparent to those 
who wished me ill. Those competing for a starting position would smell my terror. | had to 
appear unflinching even as | Knew my outward confidence was a charade. 


The huddle broke and we trotted up to the line of scrimmage to start the action. Even though 
the quarterback had just given us the snap count 3-seconds earlier, the right guard who 
lined-up next to me asked softly, “Hey, what’s the count?”  “/ think it’s on two,” | said ... 
*put don’t hold me to that.” Coach Mauer’s shrill whistle paused the play. He barked angrily, 
“Hartman, take a step to your right to open up the gap a little.” Gingerly, | stepped left. 


Coach Ludwig twitched. Mauer snapped, “/ said right, Hartman.” 
| shifted left, thinking this would satisfy. “/ said RIGHT.” Ludwig 
shook his head, his eyes cast down. A frown occupied his face. 


= “Hartman, come here,” Mauer snarled. | trotted back to where he 
stood. Before | could think, Mauer whipped out a Sharpie pen 


___ and unceremoniously inked the letters L and R on my jersey. 


oie .. “There you go Hartman,” he shouted. “From now on, whenever 
% you're confused, just look at your shoulders. Got it?” 


“Thanks Coach,” | said. “My humiliation is now complete.” 





